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Killing God...... 


A True Story by Stephen X. Arthur 


my daddy's got cancer 
he's sick and he's dying 
i'm ten and I love him 
and mommy is crying 

i pray and i pray 

each night in my bed 
and i wonder if you've 
ever heard what i've said 
or if you exist 

or if you're a lie 

and I call you, God? God? 


but no reply 
-- Stephen Arthur, 1969 


That poem is child's play compared to the whole story of what happened to me, 
starting in 1966 at the age of eleven. Listen: 


They told me that if I prayed hard enough my father wouldn't die. 


I prayed in earnest, but not hard enough, because my father died in a big hurry. It must 
have been my fault. That's how children interpret traumatic events, taking a kind of 
magical responsibility for things. It's well known that they do that, but my story is far 
more twisted. 


For starters, you might say God immediately punished me by replacing my mild- 
mannered dentist father with a mean, childish brute of a stepfather. My mother knew 
that this bully had abandoned his first wife and two baby daughters to run away to 
enjoy the War, never to return. 


But he was rich. My mother met him in the hospital where his second wife was dying 
of cancer at exactly the same time my father was. I saw my mother kissing this 


stranger before her loving husband was quite dead. 


Irony can greatly enhance a sense of punishment. 
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This punishment would escalate later, too. I would find myself banished to boarding 
schools, threatened with murder for suggesting that humans are descended from 
animals, and fleeing my once-secure home by the age of 16, to live on my own. 


So the thing was: 

I found an alternative to the guilt of killing my father. I killed God instead. I killed 
God when I was only twelve years old. Like David and Goliath. On my way to 
Sunday school I suddenly stopped in my tracks, stunned by the crystal clarity that 
there was no god, that the adults were lying, that this was just another Santa Claus. 


There's more to the story: 

My father's best friend was his pillar of faith, a preacher. In 1965 the preacher died 
suddenly. What did my despairing father do? Lacking the courage to kill God, he 
killed himself instead, so to speak. A non-smoker, he managed to get lung cancer. 
Then he refused all treatment, insisting on healing himself through faith. He was 
buried just one year after the preacher, in a neighboring grave marked "dedicated 
husband and father." 


They say that a predisposing trait of many cancer patients is a near inability to feel 
anger, and an almost complete inability to say no. My father couldn't say no to 
religion, and it killed him. I could say no, however: I killed God. 


But what about killing God? Wouldn't killing God be the worst possible sin? With the 
greatest possible guilt? 


Well, here's the final twist: 

Ten years after I killed God I found myself suddenly plagued by a horrific 
crawling/itching sensation over my entire body. This torture has continued for twenty 
years, but there's nothing there to see. Doctors couldn't diagnose or alleviate it, so I 
had to endure a decade of literal Hell (unable to kill myself) before finding a 
prescription that blocks the sensation. Why it works is not known. And so now, after 
some years of relief, I find myself contemplating this line from John Lennon: "God is 
a concept by which we measure our pain." 


Isn't this a devilishly twisted story? You might think I have more reason than most 
people to believe in the hand of a malicious, punishing god. Yet I can see more clearly 
than most people that gods are make-believe. Jesus is a fictional character. 


But can they still plague me? Most people don't become radical atheists at the age of 
twelve. Was it a final solution? Or could I still carry an infinitely greater burden of 
guilt than the guilt of merely killing one's father? 


